Mary                              DUST
Finnin
If I should dream of cherry-trees in pride
And a still harbour underneath the moon,
I'd beat with hands death-white and paper-thin
Upon the granite doors of wintertide.
If I should hear the curlews crying over
The swamplands wearing samphire like a crown
In that bright moment when the clouds discover
A glory at the lost sun's going down,
Then might I cry for pity on my death,
And to indifferent earth come ghosting back,
Endure again the choke and catch of breath,
Live crystal days night-manacled in black.
Better it is the dead remember naught
Of life's long pain and beauty's agonies,
Better these specks that grit the eye of thought
Be dust that gave a cherry-tree to bees,
Be dust, that lives in fetters to the grass,
Flowering in flax, makes winding sheets for lovers,
Dust, that provides for worms dark palaces,
Holds from the sea the windy nest of plovers.